PUPPETS  THROUGH AMERICA
deep arroyo and a village we continued the doubtful way
that seemed to be going in the wrong direction.   Then we
saw a direction board to the Hawk Ranch and knew that we
had arrived. We turned into the forest and crept slowly along
the rutted track.  On and on, crawling deeper and deeper into
the forest, buried in trees, and then coming to an opening
which only showed more and more pines, and the near
steep slopes of the mountains.   It was getting late and we
thought of turning back, but there was nowhere to turn.
The Ford 'bus lumbered up hills, crossed a running stream,
and suddenly ran into a clearing with a log house, two ponies
swinging their tails, and a number of people in the garden.
Frieda Lawrence greeted us warmly, and very much her
spontaneous and generous self, gave us large slices of water-
melon to eat and, although it was many years since we had
met, picked up the conversation almost where we had left
it years ago in Florence.   So this was the Lawrence Ranch,
but a new house had grown up alongside the original small
cottage.   We imagined that the forest road had buried us
deep in the trees, but from the garden we looked down to
the pale tableland we had crossed, and down on all those
mountains of light as well.   We must have been a nuisance
arriving at that hour, but Frieda had swept away one tea,
and had pressed her guests, I believe, to get a second tea for
us, and it was good to hear her talk, to know that she was
the same and could still make such characteristic comment
as:   " Oh, I don't ask people about their psychological
states, nowadays.   I ask them how much income they have,
if they have "any money and about their economic security.
That will tell me about their psychologies."
Above the house is a steep slope of grass and flowers and
on its crest a small shrine in which lie the immortal remains
of D. H, L. It is a little building, white-washed inside anc
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